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THE UNNATURAL BLONDE 
Chapter Two: Confusion 


Where's Mark?! 

It spoke quite a bit to Cheryl’s emotional state that it didn’t even 
occur to her how odd it might have been for that to be her first conscious 
thought of the morning. Certainly not a stupid woman, she would have 
recognized it for the oddity it was had she thought it over, but the wave of 
shear panic that threatened to overwhelm her at that moment was more 
than enough to keep her from tracking down the origins and implications 
of the thought. 

Eyes flying even more widely open than the tightness of the 
muscles of her face already demanded, Cheryl stared almost 
uncomprehendingly at an unfamiliarly familiar ceiling above her—and 
only insofar as 1t might help her to determine where she was in physical 
relation to Mark did she find herself wondering where she was. 

Then, her newly wakened, panic-whirling thought processes made 
enough of a connection for her to realize that she was lying in Mark’s bed, 
in Mark’s bedroom. Her last, hazy thought of the night before had been the 
surge of satisfaction as Mark had turned the Jeep toward home... and the 
overwhelming exhaustion, both physical and emotional, formed a very 
long and even more eventful day. 

She must have fallen asleep on the ride home, and Mark must 
have brought her in and put her to bed. Surely, Mark must be somewhere 
nearby—except that because she wasn't absolutely positive, the panic 
merely went down to a low simmer rather than vanish completely. She had 
to find Mark, had to know for certain that she hadn’t been abandoned to 
face her bimboid fate alone, and so she started to push herself up on her 
elbows. 

When the task proved to be considerably more difficult than habit- 
trained muscles had prepared themselves for, her gaze dipped downward— 
and she drew in a long, sharp breath to let out an earth-shattering scream 
of horror and outrage. 

It never came. 

It should have come. Even in her emotionally confused mental 
state, she knew that should there be any good reason for an earth-shattering 
scream, waking up to find yourself the proud owner of a pair of breasts 
that looked to be roughly the size of Montana would be it. 

She just couldn't force the scream out. 

The sight of her unbelievably, freakishly massive new tits had 
caused her to start to scream, but the thought that her scream might annoy 
or bother Mark enough that he would kick her out, to have to face the 
world with massive new boobs on her own, kept her from voicing it. Instead, 
she let the pent-up breath out in a series of quiet, unobtrusive whimpers 











guaranteed to offend nobody, as she took stock of her freakishly proportioned new 
figure. 

Putting a size to her radically enlarged bust would, at best, be problematic. 
The usual method of assigning breasts a nominal scale was useless—not only was 
there no way she could even begin to guess at the difference in rib cage and bust 
measurements of her new figure, but it wouldn't have mattered—she was pretty damned 
sure they didn’t make bras that big. It would have been a nonsensical number, utterly 
meaningless. 

On a more subjective level, there was a very straightforward way of giving 
them scale—only with the greatest of effort, and not without some physical discomfort 
from the pressure of her slender arms pressing into firmly giving tit flesh, was she 
even able to reach her own, unbelievably swollen nipples, an experiment that, even 
with the light grip she could barely get her encircling fingers to provide, caused her to 
gasp in amazement at the intense sensations it caused. Like the rest of her body, her 
nipples had increased in sensitivity overall and had been more sensitive to begin with— 
but more than that, the nerves that provided those sensations had busily multiplied 
during the night, retaining the same nerves-per-square-inch density of her original, 
nub-like nipples, but now packed into a pair of nipples each as big around as her 
slender hands could grasp. They were also slightly more than a hand's span long fully 
erect, and that now seemed to be a permanent condition of her extra-sensitive nipples. 

Despairingly, this let her provide a tentative, unhappily objective assessment 
of her unbelievable new bust line. 

The classic, inflatable multicolored vinyl beach ball came in a wide array of 
sizes, from tiny one-hand “minis” to massive, novelty “jumbos.” The massive new 
breasts thrust both so heavily and so roundly from Cheryl’s chest seemed to each be 
roughly the size of the classic, All-American twenty-four-inch beach ball—and tipped 
with a nipple roughly the size of a D-cell battery, atop a domed areola. The top curves 
of the massive breasts were almost as high as her delicate collarbones, and the bottom 
curves hung to the perfectly formed navel of her wasp-like waist. Each breast had 
nearly half its diameter hanging out from the side of her slender rib cage, and they 
protruded forward even farther. 

Being a blonde, blue-eyed bimbo had been bad enough, and a buxom blonde 
bimbo worse, but now she was a walking, talking pair of tits, and there was no way 
anybody would be able to take her seriously. All her intelligence, all her confidence, 
her very surety that she was really the center of the universe and everybody else 
“cardboard cut-outs” who existed solely to serve her needs... 

Ever since the very first moments, when she’d been aware of herself changing, 
these things, the foundations of all who she saw herself as, had begun not to erode so 
much as to lessen in importance—at least, in her mind, for she (of course) viewed 
everybody else’s perceptions of the world through the highly and unthinkingly biased 
filter of her own prejudices. It didn’t matter what a person said or how intelligent or 
insightful the words might be; if the person speaking had looked the way Cheryl now 
did, the Cheryl-she’d-been would have never even bothered to listen and judge the 
value ofthe words themselves, already having made her assessment on how the person 





looked. She “judged the book by its cover,” in other words, no matter how 
often she might have heard the truism. 

Now .. . now she was that woman... and so now, more than ever, 
she needed Mark, somebody people might listen to, to be her “interpreter.” 

Slowly, and with an awkwardness that might have been described 
as painful if not for the unwanted little titters and tremors of unwanted 
pleasure the slightest bit of friction caused her, she began crawling from 
the bed, eyes fixated on the bags containing last night’s purchases piled 
untidily beside the door. 

Where’s Mark?! 


Slowly, almost teasingly, the richly enticing scent of fresh-brewed 
coffee percolated its way through Mark’s senses. Temptingly, the scent 
sidled through his mind, intertwining itself with the strange half-formed 
dreams infesting his shallow sleep and pulling him upward toward the 
surface of wakefulness. 

Sprawled awkwardly across the living room couch, Mark mumbled 
sleepily and rolled slightly, pushing the chilled skin of the small of his 
back, exposed by his rucked-up shirt, against the back of the couch. The 
tattered plaid blanket, slipping off his stockinged foot, finally finished the 
fabric puddle of itself completely on the floor as Mark’s eyes slowly fluttered 
open. 

For several long seconds Mark’s tired brain insisted he must still 
be sound asleep. Forget the intensity of what his senses were reporting, the 
logical construction of the universe they observed, forget all of that—no 
matter how real 1t might seem, this had to be a dream. 

“Good morning, Mark!” the goddess said brightly. “Coffee?” 

Afterward, if pressed, he might have calculated the amount of time 
after the innocuous offer during which he simply continued to stare as 
being perhaps as short as three minutes, certainly no longer than five. No 
matter how long it was, however, the figure at whom he stared in wide- 
eyed amazement bore the stunned gaze calmly and patiently, simply waiting. 

Because of the angle of his head when he opened his eyes, the first 
thing Mark saw were shoes; to be specific, gleaming white patent leather 
shoes, the classic rounded-toe, high-heeled pump, but modified with a 
double ankle strap . . . and six-and-a-half-inch heels that caused the sole of 
the shoe to slope what seemed almost vertically from the heel down to 
what seemed nearly a ninety-degree bend for the toes. 

The extreme vertical angle of the shoes made them, and the feet 
they enclosed, seem even smaller on the horizontal plane than they already 
were, and the spaced double ankle straps framed delicate, well-turned ankles 
whose creamy, smooth flesh also rose for several bared inches above each 
set of straps, revealing most of each well-rounded calf muscle before finally 


encountering a flared ruffle of white lace. This lace was, in turn, sewn into 
the hem of a pair of pastel-pink spandex Capri pants that continued to well 
display every curve of the long, slender legs, all the way up to the well- 
rounded hips and pert derriére filling out the low-riding hip huggers. 

Perhaps, above the waistline of those pale pink pants, the slender 
figure narrowed sharply into a delightfully slim waist, but it was impossible 
to tell at the moment for the owner of that svelte body was leaning forward 
slightly, and this was more than enough to completely block any view of a 
waist for it was completely eclipsed by the massive breasts that were, 
instead, on display. 

Those breasts were nominally covered by a pink and white flowered 
bikini top, but the top was severely undersized for the massive undertaking 
1t had been assigned to. It had been made to fit at all by the simple expedient 
of extending the strings at neck and back with matching pink ribbon and 
cutting the string between the two triangular scarps of material and likewise 
extending it, but that left the fabric barely enough to cover, and in no way 
disguise, the massive nipples lurking behind them. As for the rest of each 
gargantuan, roundly firm breast, they were mouthwateringly displayed to 
the fullest, especially since they were so firm and so high set that they 
squeezed against each other, creating a tight line of cleavage without the 
need of any mechanical assistance such as from a push-up bra. 

The pink neck straps eventually drew the eye upward to the slender 
shoulders and the long, swan-like neck that was further enhanced by the 
wide pink ribbon wrapped around it, baring a white and red cameo at its 
front and a loop of string at its back to which the neck strap of the bikini 
had been tied in order to create a layer of padding against the thinner string 
digging into the soft flesh at the back of the neck. Atop that slender neck 
was a face with features finely, if somewhat sharply, formed, considerably 
softened by the bright smile touching both pink-glossed lips and wide, 
blue eyes. The final, crowning touch was the silvery-gold hair pulled high 
and tight atop her head by a multiply wrapped pink scrunchy, before being 
allowed to fall back down, where 1t spread out into a silken cape around 
her shoulders. 

Through this extended, wide-eyed appraisal, Cheryl merely waited 
patiently, the smile on her face warmly genuine. Though both horrified 
and humiliated by the situation overall, at the moment she felt something 
very near contentment. 

Objectively, and if asked, she would have quickly and honestly 
said she didn't like wearing what she was currently dressed in, but that 
would have been a statement of emotional discomfort. Physically, the 
clothing was serving its purpose admirably—the incredibly high heels of 
the shoes she’d bought the night before almost precisely matched the 
enforced arching of her new feet, and though she still had to tiptoe around 
with humiliating little sissy steps, she could now rest herself when simply 
standing by allowing some of her weight to rest on the high, slender, steel- 








reinforced heels of the shoes. Likewise, the tight-fitting and skimpy clothing 
she was wearing created only a little unwanted pleasure against her skin, 
and no physical discomfort whatsoever. Even the lipstick was part of that, 
the thick, glossy layer helping to attenuate the sensitivity of her lips. When 
she was consciously thinking about what she was wearing—and how it 
made her look—she felt humiliated that there hadn’t been anything more 
“sedate” in color and cut offered by the shop and ashamed by the fact that 
it so suited her new appearance .. . but she wasn’t thinking about that at the 
moment. 

Relief had flooded through her when she’d carefully ankled herself 
into the bungalow’s living area and had seen Mark asleep on the couch. 
That relief had faded into the background, but remained present while she’d 
brewed some coffee and oh-so-carefully carried a tray of coffee, cream, 
and sugar out into the living room. For nearly ten minutes she’d simply 
stood and waited for Mark to wake up, quite purposefully not thinking of 
anything much in order to keep herself from dwelling on highly depressing 
thoughts of her new bust line. In that state she might have waited hours in 
a sort of fog, neither happy nor unhappy, simply concentrating on not doing 
anything that might make Mark want to send her away... 

. . . but when Mark’s eyes opened and she could offer him coffee, 
she wasn’t just avoiding being unpleasant but was being actively pleasant, 
just as she’d promised the night before—and with it came the sort of pleased 
contentment she now felt. Perhaps, objectively, having a cup of coffee 
waiting for Mark when he woke was a minor task, but so obsessively 
centered was her mind on the concept of keeping Mark’s continued support 
that it gave her the same warm glow she was used to feeling from “besting” 
somebody in a complicated and difficult deal or from getting away with a 
quasi-legal way of earning more income. 

Oddly enough, something quite similar was occurring in Mark, 
the only real difference being that his “illogical obsession” was much older. 
If pressed, he couldn’t have come up with a logical reason behind his own 
obsession any more than Cheryl could have come up with one for hers, 
and, also like Cheryl, with nobody pressing him for that reason, it didn’t 
occur to him to question it or the emotional responses that came with it. 

He saw a woman with what some other people might well have 
considered grotesquely oversized breasts, and his illogical obsession and 
its attendant emotional effects resulted in a surge of pleasure at the sight of 
such a stupendously huge, firm, round (and, in this particular case and at 
this particular time, quite literally mouth-watering) pair of tits. 

Mark was more experienced with his own mild insanity than Cheryl 
was with hers, however, and so he knew full well that not everybody else 
appreciated his own bust-biased view of the world. Moreover, he was certain 
the woman who’d just kicked that biased view into hyperdrive was one of 
them, so out of consideration, he didn’t blurt out the first thought that 
came to mind that morning. He doubted very much whether Cheryl would 


have appreciated a rousing and heartfelt shout of “My God, your tits are 
magnificent!” Instead, and with the greatest effort of will, he managed to 
tear his eyes from the magnificent bust line that seemed to fill the visual 
horizon, turning his attention to a secondary desire that she had offered to 
fulfill. “Uh... yeah, coffee’d be great.” 

That bright smile that was so tempting he knew to be fixed there, 
whether it wanted to be or not, but at his acceptance of the offer, that smile 
widened and brightened further, which had to be voluntary, making him 
blink as she quickly yet gracefully moved to pour him a cup. 

“T didn’t know how you take your coffee,” she said, gesturing to 
the cream and sugar she’d gone to the extra effort to bring out to the table — 
just how much of an extra effort, he didn’t quite appreciate, not yet. Still 
barely classified as fully awake, he was stillbemused by Miss “Icy Depths 
of Space” herself being apparently quite cheerful to be serving him up a 
nice, hot beverage... 

. .. not to mention somewhat entranced by a bobbling, jiggling, 
swaying, bouncing pair of enormous, firm breasts. So huge, so mouth- 
wateringly displayed, and so finger-itchingly close, it was no wonder that 
his eyes kept trying to slide back to them, no matter his best intentions to 
the contrary. 

“Uh ... cream and sugar,” he muttered, eyes slipping once again 
to that bust line at just the mere thought of “cream” . . . and now, with her 
current looks and her inexplicable good cheer, even “sugar” seemed to be 
evocative of her. He watched as she not only fixed him a cup of coffee, but 
seemed to enjoy doing so, then rather numbly accepted the steaming mug 
she pressed into his hand, still nice and hot since she’d brought the entire 
pot out on the tray, and a pot of coffee cooled considerably more slowly 
than it would have had she brought it out already poured into the mug— 
and then he noticed something. 

“Aren’t you having any?” he asked, as he carefully sat up on the 
couch, sipping at the welcoming taste of the coffee. The coffee pot on a 
clay warming toile, the sugar bowl and the carton of cream, she’d brought 
it all out to the living room with only the single mug, making it almost 
painfully obvious that it had been done solely to be ready to give Mark his 
coffee as soon as he woke up. He thought the obvious amount of extra 
effort she was putting in on his behalf might have been just a tad “over the 
top”... and he still didn’t get it, at least not completely. Not until she’d 
cheerfully agreed that she could drink a cup or two, and went to go get 
herself a mug. 

The general design of the bungalow was “open concept.” There 
was a short hall leading to the two bedrooms (the second of which Mark 
hadn’t gotten around to furnishing yet) and the bathroom. The rest of the 
house was the “everything room”—an open space with a high, peaked 
ceiling in which living room, dining room, and kitchen were all laid out 
without any intervening walls to rigidly define the functions therein. This 





allowed him to watch her as she made her way to the kitchen—and it was a show quite 
worth watching. 

The right foot lifted just far enough off the floor to slide forward, and it slid 
just far enough forward for the impossibly tall, slender heel of the right shoe to be even 
with the toe of her left. When she brought her weight back down, it was on her toes, but 
then she eased back on her heel, a move that would give her hard-working toes a scant 
second of rest with each step she took. Physiologically, this had an effect she wasn't 
even aware of as, settling back on the heel, both right calf and buttock momentarily 
flexed, tightening to taut roundness. As she shifted her weight onto that foot, her 
womanly hips swiveled forward, then snapped pertly to the right, recentering her weight 
over that foot, and then she repeated the whole process with the left foot: slide-shift- 
swivel-snap. Slide-shift-swivel-snap. Slide-shift-swivel-snap ... 

That, however, was only half the show. The “best viewed from behind” lower 
half of the show. It wasn't until she’d retrieved the mug and began the slow return that 
he fully got to appreciate the other half of the show. Arms held out at an angle from her 
body for balance, hands cocked sharply at the wrists, she let them sway back and forth 
in the wide arcs demanded by the sharp side-to-side swivel of her shoulders, countering 
the swivel-snap of her womanly hips. Coupled with this opposing side-to-side motion 
of her counter-rotating hips and shoulders was the effect of her constantly shifting 
weight up onto and then down off of her heels—a definite bounce, one that was partially 
countered by also rolling the shoulders with every rotation. Because of inertia, her 
breasts always seemed to want to lag slightly behind the motion of the rest of her torso, 
so at the midpoint of each rotation she straightened her back and rotated both shoulders 
back, recovering the center of and resetting her balance—and causing her breasts to 
momentarily thrust forward as she briefly arched her back. Then, the whole process 
was repeated in counter-rotation with the movement of her hips: rock-roll-recover- 
reset. Rock-roll-recover-reset. Rock-roll-recover-reset . . . 

Though her actual distance-over-time speed was quite slow with this form of 
stride, the overall effect was definitely one of energetic movement because every single 
part of her body seemed to be demanding attention as it seemed to move almost 
independently from the rest of the body, yet still giving an overall effect of perky-yet- 
graceful integration . . . but due to presence of both size and sheer mass, her new 
breasts stole the show. They swayed from side to side, and they bounced up and down. 
They seemed to surge forward, almost as if they were pulling her along, and preceded 
her enough to seem to be announcing the impending arrival of the rest of her when she 
finally caught up to them. 

All of this was going on simultaneously—and yet also in nearly mind-numbing 
counterpoint to every other part’s motion, except at the exact moment when both torso 
and hips met at the counterpoint of each counter-rotation: recover-reset. Rock-roll- 
recover-reset. Rock-roll-recover-reset. Rock-roll . . . Slide-shift-swivel-snap. Slide-shift- 
swivel-snap. Slide-shift-swivel-snap ... 

It was only in observing just how much effort, from nearly every part of her 


body, was involved in simply walking that Mark finally realized just how much more 
difficult it would be to do while holding a tray extending to the full arm’s extension 
needed to get it to clear that massive, jiggling new bust line of hers. 
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With the massive bust that had made it so difficult to get those 
impossibly high-heeled shoes on in the first place now constantly denying 
her the sight of them, she walked with her face lowered and her eyes 
downcast, a prettily pouting grin of frustration on her face as she 
concentrated on the patch of ground just beyond where her gigantic breasts 
filled her sight line. With the little she was lifting her feet she had to have 
enough warning to lift them just high enough to clear even low obstructions, 
like the edge of an area rug, necessitating both her “submissive” posture 
and careful concentration.... 

... Which gave Mark just enough time to grab up the puddle blanket 
and pile it on his lap to hide the almost painfully full erection he’d gotten 
just from watching this magnificent blonde tribute to mindless sexuality 
walk across the room. 

Not “brainless” sexuality, but “mindless,” for she was neither 
consciously nor unconsciously attempting to be sexy, and Mark damned 
well knew it. In fact, in a way, it almost made it worse because she was 
exuding this incredible sexuality with absolutely no effort at all—and left 
the male mind wondering what she might be like 1f she were trying to turn 
a guy on. 

Reaching the low table in front of the couch, she wiggled and jiggled 
her way around to his side of it before pouring herself a cup of coffee— 
and, just as he’d awakened to find that magnificent pair of breasts only 
inches away, now he found himself staring at taut pastel-pink spandex 
encasing a firm, heart-shaped ass that, if not for a personal bias that heavily 
weighted things in favor of her stupendous bust line, would have been 
every bit as enticing as his first visual of the morning. 

And then, having poured herself a cup of coffee, she sat down. 

Beside him. 

Right beside him. 

In fact, she lifted her slender, bare right arm and slid it onto the 
back of the couch behind him, the silky-smooth flesh lightly brushing 
against the skin of his neck as she settled into place hip-to-hip at his side. 

There was no sexual intention in this. In fact, it was emotionally 
driven, rather than physically, and selfishly so—the memory of near-panic 
upon awakening to find Mark nowhere in sight simply made Cheryl crave 
adding the final, definitive sense of “touch” to verify the sight and sound 
of him. 

Be that as it may, Cheryl’s choice of position was to put herself in 
such a place that the smooth swell of her hip lightly pressed against his 
own, which meant that her magnificently massive right breast, which spread 
roundly past the breadth of her slender rib cage, pressed quite firmly into 
his side. 

Doubly grateful for the blanket now covering his lap, Mark bit 
back a pleasantly tortured groan of intensified, unsatisfied arousal. 

She took a sip of coffee, then said, “I was supposed to meet with a 
business colleague to finalize some details of a deal we’re working on. It 
can be handled over the phone . . . but not by me. Not sounding like this . 
.. She gave a off a nervous little crystalline laugh that only underscored 
her point, then went on. “If you don’t mind, I’d like you to call him. Make 
my apologies, come up with a way of explaining that I'm unavailable, 
even by phone, but that you’ re acting in my stead and under my instructions. 
I realize you’ ve got your own business to run, and I’ II try to be unobtrusive 
and as undemanding as possible while I’m your guest . . . but I need to 


keep my business going, too, and this will only take, oh, about half an 
hour. Around two or so?” 

If you mentally subtracted the whole breathy, Marilyn Monroe 
voice effect, her words and tone were casually straightforward. Just the 
sort of thing Mark had been half hoping for so as to help him keep firmly 
in mind that this was Cheryl, the exact same woman she’d been... was it 
really just slightly more than twelve hours since she fell into the well? It 
seemed much longer to both of them. 

The problem was that it didn’t work. In fact, it only reinforced 
Mark’s growing problem with keeping her highly, if unintentionally, 
sexually charged new look firmly wedded to the memory/concept of who 
she really was. It wasn’t just a case of a change of packaging, though that 
was the most immediately obvious—and arousing—aspect of the woman 
sitting snuggled up against him. That snuggling was a symptom of the 
deeper changes, however. 

If he didn’t understand the how or the why, Mark nevertheless 
couldn't help but notice that her whole attitude toward him had changed. 
That coolly impersonal, thoughtlessly dismissive woman who should have 
been the woman inside this buxom blonde babe sitting next to him was 
missing, and in her place was a woman who was being friendly, thoughtful, 
and very, very attentive. Mark knew full well that there was no intentional 
sexual component to that mix, but she had, apparently quite willingly, 
knocked down the barrier she’d always kept between them. 

Actually, it wasn’t quite true, though Mark didn’t realize that. The 
barrier between Cheryl and the rest of the world was still there. She had 
simply brought Mark inside that wall with her, not just making him an 
equal, but inextricably linking them, at least in her own perceptions. Without 
reasoning it out, she’d intellectually and emotionally assigned him the 
value of her “other half” to replace the public persona lost in the form and 
necessities of this new hyperbuxom blonde bimbo persona that had been 
forced upon her. It was the emotional investment of that concept that made 
the idea of him abandoning her about as painful as the idea of becoming a 
mute paraplegic would have been... . and by the same token, his happiness 
had become an inherent component of her own happiness. 

Not that Cheryl was any more consciously aware of this particular 
fact than Mark was, and unlike Mark, she didn’t even notice the change in 
her personality since from her point of view, there wasn t one. As anybody 
who’d ever dealt with her could have told you, Cheryl Latham was a selfish 
woman, one who always put her own needs and desires ahead of any outside 
consideration, and now, as far as her subconscious mind and all-too-evident 
emotions were concerned, Mark was part of that “her.” 

It was an important and evolving interaction between the psyches 
of two people which were, in turn, changing and growing as a result of this 
interaction and never-ending cycle of impossible complexity that defined 
both what each of them really was and, perhaps more importantly, the 
person each of them perceived themselves to be at any given moment— 
but all this was going on “behind the scenes.” 

Mark’s actual, conscious thoughts were considerably less complex; 
all he was wondering was how the hell he was going to live in the same 
house with the “New, Improved Cheryl” without giving away the new and 
quite intense sexual attraction he felt for her. 

It was at just that moment that she turned to face him more squarely, 
quite unintentionally pressing more of her breast into his chest with even 























greater softly firm force as she smiled brightly and sweetly inquired if there was 
absolutely anything she could do for him. 


The next few hours after they’d finished that morning cup of coffee were a 
kind of delightful torture for Mark. 

Though it was almost painful for Mark to take advantage of her inexplicable 
eagerness to be helpful, he allowed her to do the laundry, if she wanted to . . . simply 
because that sent her off to the bedroom to get the hamper, allowing mark to escape to 
the garage without revealing the rampant erection her presence had caused—an erection 
that even the guilt he’d felt over a brief, yet stunningly strong urge to try to take 
advantage of her offer in a sexual context couldn’t even begin to touch. He’d retreated 
to the bathroom inside the workshop-outfitted garage to take care of business before 
taking care of his business, and the fantasies that ran through his head while doing so 
only shamed him further for the oh-so-willing version of Cheryl in his head (who, in 
his fantasies, was answering to the name Cheryl had so sarcastically come up with in 
the hospital, Cheri Ontopp) only made him more consciously aware of the reality of 
the identical-looking woman, who he was sure would have been horrified, disgusted, 
and probably justifiably angry had she known what he was asking her to do in his 
mind. 

The immediate hydraulic pressure crisis taken care of, he tried to immerse 
himself in the work of creating the mold and casting of the part he’d been working on 
the night before, but though he did quite well in the overt task of getting the job done, 
the underlying motivation of getting Cheryl out of the forefront of his mind was doomed 
from the start. It was impossible for him to stop thinking about her luscious new body 
and perky, friendly new persona when both body and personality kept coming into the 
garage every twenty or thirty minutes. Feeling incredibly guilty over both the external 
cause of her making that walk back and forth and the internal one of what the sight of 
her making that walk caused him to think and feel, he tried to tell her that it wasn’t 
really necessary for her to keep coming in to see if there was anything she could do for 
him. He couldn’t deny that she seemed determined to make good on her promise to be 
the best houseguest she could possibly be, however, and when Chery] insisted, brightly 
and sincerely, he capitulated. 

Guiltily. 


The next few hours after they’d finished that morning cup of coffee were a 
kind of torture of delight for Cheryl. 

She was inordinately grateful when he suggested that she do the laundry—and 
it wasn‘t because of the unbidden rush of contentment she felt at “being useful” in yet 
another way that would help assure he wouldn’t want her to leave. No, this was for a 
much more immediate reason—it gave her an excuse to slowly ankle her way down 
the hall toward the clothes hamper in his bedroom and take a brief detour into the 
bathroom at the end of that hallway. 

Once the door had shut safely behind her, she’d almost frantically tugged the 
waistband of those damned pink pants outward with one hand, letting her other hand 
dive inside and begin almost frantically masturbating. 

Quite firmly clamping her pink-glossed lips tight around clenched teeth in 
order to muffle any give-away sound, she yanked her pants down around her hips, 
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allowing her to free her hand to rise up to her freakishly oversized breasts. 
As tight-fitting and low-friction as the clothes she wore might have been, 
she’d done more walking in the past hour than she had since her body*s 
sensitivity had increased, and sitting next to Mark, parts of her rubbing up 
against him, had only increased the unwanted arousal to the breaking point. 
It wasn’t a mental arousal, of course—she hadn’t been thinking about 
anything even the least bit “sexy,” and even as she fondled and finger- 
fucked herself toward at least temporary relief, she wasn‘t even fantasizing, 
but a purely physical arousal was no less potent. In fact, in many ways, it 
was worse. If you could just stop yourself from thinking about whatever 
was turning you on with mental arousal, you could get past it, but doing 
anything caused a state of low-level physical arousal in her new body, and 
certain actions could bring that with dismaying speed to an extremely high- 
level state. 

The waxing and waning state of constant sexual arousal was one 
she got very familiar with, very fast. The fact that physically it felt pretty 
damned good was just part of what made it a torture since she didn't 
particularly want to feel pleasant physical sensations of varying intensity 
all day long. She might have been able to limit those states of arousal by 
the simple expedient of limiting her movement, but aside from the laundry 
Mark had suggested, she also assigned herself a few other domestic tasks 
to take care of, like the dishes and general tidying up. As she performed 
these once-simple tasks, she was constantly aware of the massive, heavy, 
seemingly always-moving tits that made every task more difficult . . . and 
was only marginally, almost subconsciously, aware of the state of happy 
contentment in which she did them. 

She quite frequently found herself humming, and even sometimes 
singing, as she worked and didn‘t find it strange at all that she was so 
cheerful. In her own mind, all these tasks she was doing she was doing 
specifically and directly to make herself happy—though in a roundabout 
method that had to be filtered through Mark's sense of happiness first. 

Which was only one of the reasons why she quite willingly accepted 
the increased arousal each walk back and forth to the garage entailed. The 
other, even more powerful one was also more basic—she simply couldn‘t 
stand to let too much time pass until she saw him and even found excuses 
to gently lay one slender hand on his shoulder or arm, just to make sure he 
was still really there. 

He actually tried to talk her out of making those visits, and the 
only thing that allowed her to maintain an easy-going facade rather than 
giving into the begging, pleading hysterics the burst of panic had almost 
demanded was the fact that an often-hysterical woman was infinitely more 
likely to grate on Mark‘s nerves and get sent away. Instead, she lightly laid 
one hand on his arm, leaned companionably close, and employed all her 
charm and skill in convincing him that she really, really, really wanted to 


keep “popping out” to the garage to see ifthere was any small service she 
could do for him. 

When he finally agreed to let her continue presenting to him the 
persona of an always-eager helpmeet, she felt the knot of panic begin to 
fade and turned and headed back into the house to take up the domestic 
chores she had on the go. 


Happily. 


The two o‘clock business call very nearly blew Mark*s mind. 

He really didn*t have to think much about what was being said, 
which was pretty damned good because his mind wasn't in the best of 
shape for that half hour. 

He‘d made the call from his desk in the garage. Because half his 
work was done at the computer and the other half on the floor using various 
machines, he had two phones out there: a standard desk phone and a cordless 
phone with a hands-free headset. Muting the boom-mike, Cheryl had 
donned the headset so she could listen in while Mark used the handset 
phone... and from the instant the call went through and Cheryl put herself 
into business mode to do battle-by-proxy with the businessman on the 
other end of the line, “Old, Cold Cheryl” had returned with a vengeance . 
. . but still housed in the luscious, lavishly endowed body of the “New, 
Improved Cheryl,” which was what almost blew Mark‘s circuits. 

For nearly the entire call she was leaning over Mark‘s shoulder, 
whispering all his responses into his ear, which, by default, meant he spent 
that half hour with her massive breasts grinning into his back and her warm 
breath tickling his ear . . . but the arousal much of his mind kept insisting 
he should be feeling in such a situation was muted by what that voice was 
saying, both to be parroted back to the man on the other end of the phone 
and as asides to Mark himself. 

The actual conversation was one thing, cool and professionally 
businesslike, but the asides were something else. “That cocky bastard .. . 
he has no idea I‘ve already got the buyer lined up to sell me that “early 
out” option at just five percent above market. I'm going to love the look on 
his face when he tries to get an extra twenty grand out of me in buy-out 
and I turn around and shove that clause right up his ass . . .” was hardly 
conducive to sexual thoughts about the person saying it, regardless of how 
breathy a sweet soprano the voice speaking the words might have been. 

Then, the call ended, and things only got more surreal for Mark as 
without any visible pause or even conscious redirection, the hard glitter 
faded from her eyes, and Cheryl once again became all sweetness and 
light as she thanked him profusely for helping her with the call and oh-so- 
sweetly wondered if he had time to take her on a little shopping trip. 








Like many bachelors, Mark‘s fridge and pantry were pretty bare, 
and a nearby mall had both a grocery store for the food Cheryl wanted to 
buy for the “good, sit-down meals” she quite cheerfully insisted she wanted 
to cook for him and clothing stores to supplement the “tide-over” outfit 
along with the oh-so-necessary pairs of extreme-heeled shoes she*d bought 
the night before. Rather numbly, Mark agreed to take this smiling, cheerful 
woman, and she actually kissed him joyfully on the cheek before slide- 
shift-swivel-snapping off to get ready. 

It didn‘t take her long to prepare herself for public consumption— 
at least, not the physical aspects of it. She quickly added a few touches of 
makeup, more to keep from “embarrassing” Mark by being seen in public 
in the just the glossy pink lipstick that she was using to keep down the 
sensitivity of her lips than for decoration. Then, she pulled on the baggiest 
T-shirt Mark owned. 

It was white, unfortunately, and a fairly translucent white at that. It 
was just barely both big enough and stretchy enough that it would fit over 
her gargantuan breasts, which, she was a bit dismayed to find, were a bit 
bigger than they*d been when she‘d woken up. Not an awful lot, practically 
the proverbial drop in the bucket, but, though the major growth spurt had 
ended during the night, they were still growing, albeit at a radically reduced 
rate. She still couldn‘t even begin to consider breast reduction surgery yet. 

The shirt was barely enough to cover them, though it only just 
reached the bottom curve of her breasts at the front, while she had to tie a 
big bow in the tail to keep it hanging down over her ass. It clung to her 
massive bust like a second skin, the stretched neckline displaying a 
disturbing amount of deep cleavage and the added friction of more clothing 
creating an even more disturbing increase in pleasure . . . but for all that 
she felt less humiliated than if she‘d just gone out in the barely-there bikini 
top. 

The envelope full of hundred dollar bills she‘d collected last night 
had gone into the well with her, and the money had been as bleached as 
she, rendered worthless. Last night, she*d had to rely on Mark‘s generosity 
to purchase the four pairs of shoes and single outfit she‘d gotten, using his 
credit card. This time, as they left the house, they went not to Mark‘s Jeep, 
but took the short walk to where she‘d parked her car a little way down the 
road the night before. 

Once again, Cheryl‘s desperate need for Mark was verified in her 
mind as he slid behind the wheel of her Lexus for in the foreseeable future, 
there was no way she could drive a car. Not when her own forward-extended 
arms wouldn‘t clear her breasts. As it was, she had to put the passenger‘s 
seat all the way back in order to be able to sit comfortably, which, in this 
case, meant with her massive breasts actually resting on her lap. 

At least she now had her purse, which she‘d left in the car, but 
though it meant she had money and credit cards of her own again, she 
thought of trying to pass herself off as the woman pictured on the 


identification and shuddered twice—once at the thought of how unlikely 
it was that anybody would believe it was her, and the second time because 
it was true. 

Though the physical preparations for going out had been relatively 
simple, the emotional ones were much harder—so hard, in fact, that she 
wasn‘t even near to completing them by the time they reached the mall. 
Not that all the time in the world might have been enough... 

Last night had been bad enough—and that was in the wee small 
hours of the morning, when she‘d been considerably smaller-breasted than 
she was now. This was broad daylight, in a crowded public place, and her 
schlepping-around tits were so ridiculously massive that everybody who 
saw her would assume they were willingly self-inflicted . . . and thus assume 
she was the type of woman who would want to have such monstrous breasts. 

When Mark had parked the car and they‘d climbed out, he‘d 
considerately picked a stride that allowed her to swish along beside him 
without trying to run in those extreme heels. Fighting not to let how nervous 
she really was show in her face or demeanor, she walked along beside him, 
trying to tell herself that not everybody in the world could possibly be in 
that parking lot, staring at her and laughing at the “dumb, silicone-stuffed 
bimbo” slowly ankling her way across the faded asphalt. 

Before they‘d gotten halfway across the parking lot her slender 
hand had slipped into Mark‘s, almost of its own volition. By the time they 
reached the doors, she was leaning against that arm, her other hand cupping 
the inside of his elbow as she pressed her fully rounded bosom against the 
arm. 

Ten feet past those doors, she‘d squirmed her way under his arm 
and had her arm around his waist, breasts and hips pressing warmly and 
firmly into his side as she kept up a steady stream of nervous chatter— 
completely unaware of just how stereotypical her somewhat inane and 
certainly less-than-intellectual chatter sounded. 

She had absolutely no idea the effect she was causing as, painfully 
conscious of her lush body pressed tight against his, a typical—and 
potentially very embarrassing—physical reaction was starting to occur in 
Mark. “Look, Cheryl,” he said quickly, “I really don‘t want to be away 
from work for too long. Why don‘t I take the grocery list and go food 
shopping, while you get your clothes?” 

Only the new, “natural” cast kept dismay from showing on her 
face, and his own preoccupation with the growing stiffness in his thankfully 
loose-fit jeans kept him from noticing the brief shiver that ran through her 
at the thought of being separated from him in public . . . but they were in 
public, and his request was reasonable. Therefore any response she made 
would look at the very least unreasonable—and the raving hysterics she 
wanted to give into even worse. 

There was nothing left but to agree. It would only be for half an 
hour, at most, and she‘d gone half an hour at a time without him back at the 








house. Sure, that wasn‘t in public—with people looking at her, staring at 
the brainless, huge-breasted, bleached-blonde bimbo-slut so desperate for 
male attention that she‘d disfigure herself with massively overpumped 
implants, silently laughing at her behind the masks of their faces, sure if 
they could get her alone for a minute she‘d eagerly fulfill any sexual request 
they might have of her and be grateful for it... 

“Sure,” she said with a sweet, willing smile that masked the most 
purely willful act of her entire life. “Sounds fine.” With eyes that a close 
look would have revealed barely veiled panic in, she watched him walk 
away from her, and with legs that felt like lead she forced herselfto increase 
that distance, making herself walk away from him when everything inside 
her was screaming for her to run to his side. 

I can do this! she insisted. I‘m not the mindlessly willing bimbo I 
look like, even if I'm going to have to deal with people who ‘ll treat me like 
Iam.... and I just have to hold it together for a little while. Even if people 
refuse to even talk to the brainless bimbo, much less let her do “real people” 
things like use a credit card to buy clothes, well, I just have to wait for 
Mark to come. That's all. He‘ll make everything okay. Just a half hour, 
that's all. 

The thought that she, Cheryl Latham, could do this was familiar, 
almost a mantra of absolute certainty—and brought no comfort at all for 
she didn‘t believe it mattered. Not when it was housed in a body this... 
this cartoonish. The thought that Mark would make it all better, however, 
brought with it a stirring of relief to mix with the near-panic riding her 
nerves. 

Half an hour. Not even—he ‘ll be done that shopping list in fifteen, 
twenty minutes, she told herself, heading toward a women's clothing store. 
Unless he bumps into a friend and stops to talk for ten or fifteen minutes . 
. .. She found herself worrying. Swallowing the sudden slug of fear that 
momentarily blocked her throat, she told herself, That‘s still just half an 
hour . . . maybe forty minutes. That's all... unless it's an old friend he 
hasn't seen for a long time... or... or a pretty woman he'd like to see 
more of in the future. Then, well... for a pretty girl, guys would do... 
almost anything... 

Now, it took conscious effort as she fought back the growing— 
and self-induced—panic. Almost on autopilot, she entered the store, mind 
dwelling on the thought of Mark meeting a “pretty girl” in the supermarket. 
He might stay in there, talking to her, until she was ready to leave... and 
what if she gave him her number? What if they arranged . . . a date? 
Certainly, Mark wouldn‘t just abandoned her here. He‘d at least drive her 
back to the house before going off with that . . . that hussy! 

Wouldn‘t he? 

She was almost certain he would. 

Almost. 

What if he did drive her home . . . and then went out on a date? 
She‘d be alone . . . maybe all night, if that shameless, flirting slut who‘d 


vamped him in the supermarket got her claws into sweet, kind, trusting 
Mark. Maybe that cold, conniving slut-bitch wanted his money and would 
fuck him all the way to his bank account. She‘d want to keep him close, 
wouldn‘t she, the mind-fucking little gold-digging whore .. . 

Why... 

Why . . . to get at that money, she might even... . marry him! 

Part of her rational mind tried to tell her she was being ridiculous. 
She‘d been away from Mark maybe all of ten whole minutes—and yet, in 
her mind’s eye she saw him broken to the will of a heartless bitch willing 
to use him up and discard him for his money, “step one” of which would 
be making sure there were no other women to influence him. 

Her intellect tried to tell her this was ridiculous, and on some level 
she even heard it, but it was like trying to listen to a whisper while standing 
next to a jet engine howling along at full take-off power, and just about as 
effective. 

Oh, she could hear her intellect insisting it probably wasn't 
happening, and even agree with it—but “probably” meant it could be, and 
even if it wasn‘t, right now, then it, or something else like it, might happen 
any time in the near future. In fact, taken the given that even men like 
Mark were fools for women, then the possibility that at some point another 
woman would interfere in what Cheryl‘s emotions saw as the Cheryl/Mark 
bond were a certainty. She hadn’t seen it until just this instant, but now 
that she had, she couldn’t deny the fundamental truth of it—and with it the 
rush of panic that once more rose up at the thought of “losing” Mark while 
she needed him so badly. 

It was enough that many a woman would just have broken down 
right then and there... 

... but she wasn’t just any woman. 

I’m Cheryl Louise Latham, by God! The voice sounded in her 
mind—and this wasn’t any whisper, but a roar. /’m not just lying down and 
letting any two-bit hussy who wants him take Mark away from me! I need 
him, and he's mine... and I'm damned well going to make sure it stays 
that way! She shuddered, briefly but powerfully, her vapidly grinning face 
looking a bit strange with a deep resolve burning in her wide, blue eyes. 

She didn’t know exactly what she was going to do yet, but come 
hell or high water, she was going to keep Mark safe from the wiles of any 
other woman. 

Now, if she only knew how... 


“Mark? Are you in here?” 

In the cramped, rather grimy bathroom in the corner of the garage, 
Mark looked up from washing up after a good day’s work—and made a 
face at the reflection in the mirror over the sink. 








Cheryl had been strangely quiet once they’d met back up at the 
mall—almost preoccupied. Since getting back home, he’d been working 
in the garage, and for almost all of those past three hours, he’d only heard 
from Cheryl a few times and had not had to face her at all—she’d been 
calling his garage line from the house phone, asking him if he wanted 
anything and apologizing, profusely, for not coming out in person, but she 
was “busy.” 

He’d assured her, quite sincerely, that just calling was “all right” — 
not because he didn’t enjoy seeing her, having that “I’m being oh-so-sweet” 
version of her personality directed toward him, but because he was enjoying 
it too much. The memory of the “real” Cheryl, the one revealed when she’d 
been using him as a conduit to conduct business over the phone, was still 
fresh in his mind, yet even with that reminder, it was getting harder and 
harder for Mark to remind himself that the stunningly sexy blonde who 
always had a warm, eager-to-please smile ready for him was the same 
woman as that “cold bitch.” 

He still wasn’t completely clear on why she seemed so adamant— 
hell, so obsessed—about being nice to him. In many ways it would be 
easier, specifically because it would be less enjoyable, if she was still acting 
the cold bitch toward him . . . but whenever he even hinted that she didn’t 
need to be so nice, she became utterly intractable. 

With a sigh Mark grabbed the hand towel beside the sink, drying 
his hands as he stepped out of the bathroom. 

Good thing I happened to grab the towel, Mark thought to himself, 
numbly. It was pure luck he had it in his hands . . . and its hanging end 
rather neatly concealed the rapidly growing erection in his pants as he 
gaped at the gorgeous woman standing near the door. His next thought was 
both as equally random and equally numb as the first: Now I know what 
she spent the last hour doing... 

Without any extra effort at all the new appearance forced on Cheryl 
was, in Mark’s view, absolutely stunning . . . and, naturally, had made him 
rather vaguely wonder what she’d look like with that extra effort. 

Now, he knew. 

She was balanced rather delightfully atop the skyscraper heels she’d 
been wearing all day, but now, every delightful curve of those slender, 
shapely legs could be seen since those legs were now encased in a pair of 
translucent white panty hose with glitter threads interwoven in a one-in- 
ten density. The panty hose themselves increased the contract of light on 
her legs, emphasizing each curve with glittering highlights. With the effect 
of those incredible heels, they were very, very nice legs indeed . . . and yet 
Mark spared them but a brief, though highly appreciate glance. 

She’d started off the day in only gloss-pink lipstick and then added 
a few more minor touches before they went off to the mall. Now, however, 
her face had received works, including blush, pastel fuchsia eye shadow, 
and white lip liner around her now hot-pink glossed lips . . . yet this face 
also was given but a brief pause during his appreciative once-over. 


His eyes, like heat-seeking missiles, were invariably drawn toward 
the target, acquiring a “lock-on” that would be nigh on impossible to break. 
Her breasts, inches larger in total circumference than they had been that 
morning, were oh-so-delightfully displayed in her new top. Or, rather, in 
the two new tops that the most of the last hour had been spent taking apart 
and recombining into the single one that now both encased and enhanced 
her massive breasts. 

The basic design of the original garments had been, basically, 
nothing but a series of white vinyl straps, trimmed in hot-pink piping and 
boasting pink-lacquered buckles and draws. A single garment, worn by a 
woman of normal measurements, would have been sexy enough, but the 
garment created out of the pair of them had, effectively, halved the density 
of material-over-flesh. One “main” belt encircled her around the torso, 
just below the breasts—not below the lowest point of the breasts, but just 
under the curve where they joined her rib cage, which meant that the single, 
unmodified belt of one of the original garments was all but invisible from 
the front, hidden behind the massive breasts themselves. In the original 
garment a pair of belts had risen upward, over the breasts, to become 
shoulder straps, with a third belt joining the two parallel ones at about 
nipple level, forming an “H” shape. By sewing the uprights of the two 
garments together, Cheryl had made new ones long enough to stretch the 
distance her massive new tits demanded, with the cross-belt relocated to 
her own nipple level. The cross-piece wasn’t sewn to the uprights, however, 
but all three pieces on each side were joined by a large, gleaming pink “O” 
ring that, in her case, was just barely big enough for her nipples to fit 
through. Pink spandex had been sewn into those two rings, so her nipples 
were, technically, covered... by an arrangement that made the swollen, 
erect nipples more immediately obvious than they would have been had 
she been stark naked. The shoulder straps of the garment went over each 
slender shoulder just beside her neck, and at that point were connected to 
the high, three-belted buckled collar around her neck. The straps then 
continued on down her back, crossing over to form an “X” before being 
sewn back onto the main belt that encircled her chest below the breasts. 

The entire arrangement not only left most of her breasts bare, but 
by putting the garment on and adjusting all the buckles correctly, as she 
had, it held her breasts pushed up and pressed tightly together. Logically, 
Mark could see the sense in such a garment since it supported the weight 
of her massive bust on wide, comfortable straps across her shoulders, held 
in place both vertically and horizontally by a wide collar that distributed 
that weight evenly across its entire surface. It both contained and constrained 
her tits, holding them tightly in a comfortable grip that would keep them 
from moving independently from the movement of her torso . . . and made 
her naturally stunning tits look jaw-dropping, eye-popping, and utterly 
mouth-watering. 








“Cheri . . .,” Mark breathed, without thinking, so close was this 
vision before him to the “fantasy version” he’d seen in his head. 

She blinked. 

“Cherry?” she asked, sweetly enough. 

“Cheryl. I meant ‘Cheryl,’ “ Mark corrected himself hastily, wincing 
as he waited for the explosion. 

“Oh... Cheri!” she exclaimed in understanding. “Like at the 
hospital, Cheri Ontopp.” 

Swallowing nervously, Mark hung his head in shame. “Uh... 
yeah. Sorry. It... just kinda slipped out.” Head down, he missed the look 
that briefly crossed her face, but her verbal reply brought his head back up 
with nearly neck-cracking force. 

“Hey, that’s kinda cute. Like... a nickname. Cheri Ontopp .. . I 
like it.” 

“You do?” he blurted out, stunned—and a little dismayed. After 
all, she was just being nice, not at all like the eagerly, sexually willing 
fantasy version of her, and he was having a hard enough time keeping that 
difference firmly in the forefront of his mind as it was. 

“Yeah. Cheri Ontopp. Sort of... suitable, considering,” she said, 
looking down at her massive bust with a wry twist to the ever-present grin. 
She looked back at him, smile widening as she gave him a cute little wink. 
“As long as you can remember to call me ‘Cheryl’ —’ Miss Latham,’ rather— 
when referring to me during business calls, I think Pd like it if you called 
me ‘Cheri.’ You know, just between you and me...” 

Mark’s mouth worked for a moment, but before he could agree or 
disagree, she started to turn away... only to pause in a three-quarters rear 
profile every bit as enticing as the straight-on view for if it eclipsed some 
of that magnificent breast flesh, it couldn’t possibly hide all of it, and it 
displayed her pert ass to boot. 

“Dinner’s ready,” she said brightly over her shoulder, and then 
swiveled-swayed her way out of the garage. 

Quickly ducking a hand into his pants to rearrange his hard-on to 
the least noticeable position, Mark let out something very close to a whimper 
before, almost against his will, he followed the curvaceous blonde vision 
bouncing along in front of him. 

Don't read anything into it, that gorgeous vision of ultrabuxom 
femininity was telling herself, sternly. She forced herself to recall his 
behavior toward her, his objections to having her around any more than 
strictly necessary, the all-to-evident relief when she’d regretfully forced 
herself to call on the phone rather than trot out there in person all afternoon. 
I just look like a “Cheri Ontopp” now, is all. The fact that Mark's aware of 
this fact certainly doesn’t indicate approval of it. Even if he could possibly 
find such a freakishly overendowed figure attractive, he’s the one person 
who could look at me in this ridiculous form and know that I'm not the 


mindless bimbo I might appear to be. He knows I'm really what men like 
to call “a bitch.” God knows I’ve given him enough proof of that fact in 
the past. He's not going to just forgive and forget all that. So don't go 
getting your hopes up, Miss “Ontopp.” He's still just tolerating your 
presence because you're cooking and cleaning for him, making yourself 
generally useful— that's all. He's not letting you stay because he “likes” 
you, and it's going to take quite of bit of time, and your absolute best, 
least-bitchy behavior before he's willing to even consider you a tolerable 
“roommate,” much less anything approaching a friend. 

As 1f she needed any more proof of this basic truth, she needed 
only to look as far as his actions when they reached the house. He all-but- 
scuttled past her at the door, turning his back to her—and for the obvious 
reason that he didn’t want to have to look at her ridiculously proportioned 
and ludicrously dressed form a second longer than he had to. Though she 
was on her absolutely best behavior, he did his best not to look at her, and 
the few glances he did find himself making in her direction were quite 
obviously directed quickly elsewhere. She tried, hard, to involve him in 
some light conversation during dinner, but his answers were short and 
perfunctory, and though she’d done her level best to make the tastiest dinner 
she could, her culinary skills were nowhere near the level that would demand 
the sort of attention he paid to his plate. 

When the meal was done and she suggested he make himself 
comfortable in the living room while she took care of the cleaning up, the 
relief on his face was so evident that she nearly had a panic attack. Oh, 
with the open concept of the house, she’d still be able to see him, and vice 
versa—but 1f he was so damned eager to put even that little bit of separation 
between her and himself... 

As she began ferrying plates from the table to the sink, Cheryl 
wished she could even summon anger at being so clearly and openly 
snubbed . . . but she couldn't even do that for she couldn't help but to 
admit to herself how much she deserved such treatment. Oh, she’d give 
anybody else who tried such a thing a tongue lashing that would pin his 
ears back . . . but here she was, imposing on Mark, utterly dependent on 
him from everything to driving her around to taking care of her business 
for her, and she was unbelievably lucky, after the way she’d always treated 
him, that he was willing to help her, no matter how manifestly miserable 
he was with having to put up with her being around all the time. 

Well, he hasn't kicked you out yet, Cheri! she reminded herself 
firmly, forcibly pushing down the wave of despair that tried to rise up in 
her. Reaching over, she turned on the battered old AM/FM radio on the 
counter, spinning the dial to find some background music to help cover the 
awkward after-dinner silence. Just as long as you can be more of a help 
than an annoyance, it’s to his benefit to keep you around—so just be damned 
grateful that there's some useful work for you to do! 








She was grateful— very grateful, in fact—as she ran the hot water 
and started doing the dishes. It might have been a small enough task in the 
great scheme of things, but it was a task Mark otherwise would be doing 
himself, if she weren’t around. The very fact that she was doing something 
inherently useful, something that gave her value to keep around, once more 
pushed back that despair and filled her with a sort of simple contentment. 
Panic faded into a sort of vaguely happy haze as she put herself to work. 

Some little time later, she reached over to one of the gleaming, 
stainless steel pots waiting its turn on the stove. It was the largest such pot, 
its size making the curve of the steel’s reflection less obviously distorted, 
more mirror-like, and in that reflection Cheryl saw that Mark, sitting on 
the couch and ostensibly reading a book, was, in fact, watching her— quite 
intently. 

For the barest second her hand hesitated and her eyes widened 
slightly, wondering why he would be staring at her like that . . . and then, 
grateful that her back was turned, she felt the heat of a blush suffuse her 
face. 

Of course he was watching her—and probably enjoying himself 
immensely while doing it. After all, she was making a complete and utter 
fool of herself. 

Until just that second, she hadn’t even realized she was doing it. 
Letting herself focus on the thankfully useful task at hand, warmed by the 
knowledge that she was doing something that gave her presence in the 
house at least some value to somebody who had every reason to enjoy 
seeing her struggle, alone, with the humiliating and much-deserved fate 
she’d been cursed with. Consciously unaware she’d been doing so, she’d 
first begun to hum along with the radio, then sing in the silly, high-pitched 
new voice she was stuck with. That, in and of itself, would be embarrassing 
enough... but at some point she’d actually begun to dance. 

Before the whole “falling into the well” thing had happened she 
had sometimes done something similar at home after closing a particularly 
hard deal or coming up with a particularly inventive way of generating 
income. In fact, she was sure that most people, when particularly happy or 
satisfied, probably did the same sort of thing and would have felt equally 
embarrassed at being caught doing it, singing to—or dancing with— 
themselves. In her current situation, however, she must look even sillier 
prancing around the kitchen, singing to herself . . . and Mark was probably 
enjoying every second of it, watching her unconsciously make a complete 
and total fool of herself. 

Well, she was consciously aware of it now, but forcing down the 
warm blush that stained her cheeks, she kept right on singing and dancing, 
only now being very careful not to so much as glance in Mark’s direction. 
If she did, she couldn’t pretend to still be unaware of what it was she was 
doing, and though the thought hadn’t occurred to her before, now that it 
had, she was more grateful than she could possibly express. She was more 


than happy to do the silliest, most embarrassing things she could because 
it was only one more reason for Mark to enjoy having her around. 

Rocking her head back and forth in time with the music, she jiggled 
and swayed around the kitchen, swinging her hips and rocking her 
shoulders, wiggling her ass and causing her gigantic tits to bounce. 

Mark groaned. 

Blinking, “Cheri” turned toward him, mouth already opening to 
ask if he was all right. 

“T can’t do it,” he told her in a tortured voice, face slicked with 
sweat and chest rising and falling as if he’d just run a marathon. “God help 
me, Cheri... Cheryl... but, Pm sorry, I can’t live like this, day in and day 
out.” 

Her heart seemed to stop beating in her chest, gripped in an ice- 
cold fist of fear as roaring, gibbering panic ran screaming through her 
benumbed mind. Her hands began to tremble slightly, the precursor to a 
complete emotional and physical collapse. I’ve been good! her mind 
screamed at itself within its depths. I’ve been useful! I... I... I can be 
better! I can! If he just gives me a chance, I... I know I can do better! Her 
brain desperately tried to cut through the waves of panic to get her mouth 
to say the words, to promise him anything, anything at all, just give her a 
chance, and it was like some horrible nightmare, where she couldn’t say a 
single word, where she was helpless to dodge the horror rolling down on 
her. 

“I know you're not doing it on purpose, God, I know it, and I 
know you’ re going to be disgusted by this . . . that you're going to hate me 
for it, and you have every right to,” Mark continued on inexorably, “. . . 
and, Cheri, I’m so very sorry . . . but I just can’t help it. It’s driving me 
nuts. I wish I didn’t feel this way, I wish I could just ignore it or make it go 
away... but I can’t. Pll be damned for all eternity for this, but... I can’t 
stand being around you...” 

A rushing sound seemed to be screaming through her brain as her 
knees began to weaken. The hateful, horrible words he was saying should 
have been drowned out by the tremendous rushing sound, but they weren’t. 
Though they seemed to be coming from some unimaginable distance away, 
each one rang loud and clear in her horrified ears, crushing her deeper into 
a miasma of panicked despair. 

“*... because every little thing about you is so incredibly sexy that 
I’m so turned on that I can barely think straight,” he finished miserably. 

Snap! 

What was that? she wondered, rather numbly, to herself. It had 
been a sharp, somehow dry sound—as if somebody had stepped on a thick 
but brittle branch, for example. Yet surely, there were no branches in the . 
.. inside . . . in here. 

One hand started to rise to knead away the sharp flare of pain in 
her temple . . . except there was no sharp flare of pain behind her right eye, 








so there was no need. A vague, leaden ball of unnamed dread slowly coiling 
in her stomach, perhaps, but no pain in her head. Her hand, halfway to her 
brow, hesitated, hanging in mid-air as a brief line of puzzlement marred 
her pale brow—then that line faded, and her hand dropped to her side. 

“Uh... Cheri?” a voice said in a prompting tone, and wide blues 
eyes that had been flitting almost randomly to gaze at her surroundings 
fastened on the owner of that voice. 

“Yes, Mark?” she replied, finding that the smile she already seemed 
to have on her lips widened, though she wasn’t exactly positive why— 
other than, perhaps, as a reaction to the way the unformed dread seemed to 
lessen as she focused her attention on the lean, handsome, young, dark- 
haired man. 

His dark, kind eyes blinked at her in surprise, and she remembered 
the prompting tone in which he’d spoken—like that of somebody awaiting 
an answer to a question. 

“Pm sorry—my mind seems to have wandered,” she apologized 
quickly. “What was that you said?” 

Now it was two startled blinks, and a very slow, almost tentative 
reply. “I, uh, said that I found you unbelievably sexy.” 

“Oh,” she said, her mind turning that over, probing at the sound 
groupings that formed the things called words, considering the many faceted 
meanings in turn attached to the verbal symbols of communication. She 
pondered it all for a few seconds, face slack in a vapid “default” grin as 
every single iota turned inward to study it all—and then animation flooded 
her face again as she arrived at her response: “That’s nice.” 

She gave him a dazzlingly bright smile .. . and then turned away. 
Her face bright with a kind of wonder, she began wandering around the 
room, that incredible series of gyrations her body did while she walked 
now somehow done with a sort of absent-minded grace. In part, it was 
because she wasn't carefully watching where her feet were being placed 
but was looking around with inquisitive interest, occasionally reaching out 
a hand to lightly touch an object. 

Mentally gasping for breath, Mark finally blurted out, “That's nice? 
That's your response?” 

Stopping where she was, she glanced back over her slender 
shoulder, the beaming grin touched with a hint of cute befuddlement. “My 
being ‘sexy’ gives you pleasure, doesn't it?” she asked innocently, and 
then, before he could even completely absorb the words and tone, much 
less frame a response, she turned away to look at a mirror hanging on the 
wall and exclaimed, “Oh! That's me!” 

Mark made a sound. It wasn't really a word, as such, for words 
have generally agreed upon meanings in the native tongue. “Gak” didn’t 
quite qualify. 


“Gee...,” she said, leaning forward and peering downward at the 
reflection as her hands came up to lightly cup her breasts. “These ‘tits’ of 
mine really are quite enormous, aren't they?” 

Neither did “urk.” 

Taking three breaths like a thirsty man downing cool water, Mark’s 
straining lungs managed to find enough oxygen to speak. “You don’t know 
who you are?” he asked, hurrying toward her. The question drew her 
attention to him, and she gave him another one of those unutterably sweet, 
one-thousand-watt smiles. 

“Of course I do, silly!” she informed him. “I’m Cheri. Cheri 
Ontopp!” 

“No, no... you're Cheryl Latham 


1? 


Mark corrected her, wide- 
eyed. 

She considered that for a split second. “Hmm ... ‘Cheryl Louise 
Latham.’ You're right, that’s my legal name . . . but I think I like “Cheri 
Ontopp’ better.” 

Stunned, he watched her face—and she actually did consider it. 
He could see it in her eyes, in the cast of her lips as she weighed it out, 
trying to see how she felt about the two names in comparison to each 
other. “Yes. Definitely ‘Cheri,’ “ she informed him, not seeming to notice 
his slack-jawed shock. Unconcerned, she turned away, spotting a tall water 
glass serving as a vase for some flowers she’ d picked from beside the walk 
to the garage, back when she was tidying up. She made a little face. “Those 
aren’t very pretty,” she said, cocking her head. “I wonder what I was 
thinking. No flowers at all are better than those .. .” 

Wiggling and jiggling her way over, she suited action to word, 
throwing the admittedly limp, rather forlorn flowers out and dumping the 
water down the sink. Humming cheerfully to herself, she carefully cleaned 
the glass, then put it with the other dishes on the drying rack. 

Mark watched this all in a state of utter confusion. 

It wasn’t real amnesia. Her memories, her database of knowledge, 
seemed unimpaired. What Cheri/Cheryl seemed to have was emotional 
amnesia. 

Many emotional responses are as learned as intellectual responses 
are. We “feel” a certain way about a certain thing because we have 
unconsciously trained ourselves to do so over time, based on previous 
experience. With a start Mark realized that, however it had happened, the 
woman in front of him still had all the combined knowledge and memories 
of Cheryl Latham but none of those ingrained emotional responses. The 
sight of her altered body in the mirror hadn’t horrified her, even though 
she clearly remembered her old body perfectly well, because she didn’t 
have any emotional attachment to the old one, nor emotional aversion to 
the new one. In fact, she had no emotional baggage whatsoever. 

It was a stunning thought, one far divorced from the normal run of 
human experience, where that emotional baggage is so close to each person 








as to leave him or her unable to see the forest for the trees. It was arealization 
Mark might not have arrived at if not for the incident that prompted the 
completion of his wondering thoughts. 

One of the rather mismatched pieces of décor Mark possessed was 
a framed black-and-white poster on the wall. Originally published in Life 
Magazine, the photograph itself was quite well known: a sailor, in undress 
blues and a “Dixie Cup” cap, quite enthusiastically kissing a woman dressed 
in white. Below the reprinted photograph, there was a title and subtitle: 


KISSING THE WAR GOODBYE 
Times Square, New York. August 14, 1945 


Cheri eyed the photograph, a puzzled expression on her face . . . and 
then she turned to Mark. 

“Would you like to kiss me?” 

It was neither teasing nor seductive, but bright, inquisitive 
innocence, and the blue eyes looking at him were both completely rational 
and guileless. Nevertheless, stunned, Mark could think of no response but 
to throw it back at her: “Would you like me to kiss you?” 

“I don’t know,” she replied candidly, then swayed toward him. 
“Let’s find out.” 

Which was how Mark found himself with a double armful of soft, 
warm woman, her face turned up toward his, blue eyes watching him with 
sparkling interest. 

So he kissed her. 

Part of him felt guilty about it because there was obviously 
something going on with her. Though this woman was the intellectual 
continuation of the woman he knew as Cheryl Latham, and obviously 
capable of rational thought, something had happened to her emotional state 
... but she was warm, and there, and oh-so-willing, without that frantic 
edge of desperate eagerness, and he just couldn’t stop himself. Perhaps he 
was rather hesitant about it, but he pressed his lips against hers, enjoying 
the sensations... 

She giggled. “No, no!” she protested with another giggle as he 
broke off the kiss, pulling his face back slightly—only to discover she’d 
been going through the kiss with wide-open eyes. “Keep going. It feels . . 
. nice. Rather, um... tentative, but nice.” 

The hell with it, he thought, with a chuckle of his own—and then 
he let her have it, and there was no “tentative” about it. 

“Oh, my ...,” she said breathily when they finally parted the second 
time—and this time, her eyes had slid closed at some point during the kiss, 
probably shortly after the low moan of pleasure in the back of her throat. 
“That was nice. Thank you.” 

Being thanked for kissing her caught him completely off guard. 
“You’re welcome,” he replied mechanically. 


“This feels nice, t00,” she said, grinning up at him as she pressed 
her warm, oh-so-delightfully padded body even more tightly against his . 
.. and then, a perfect expression of innocent surprise crossing her face, she 
cocked her head to one side and lightly brushed a hand against the erection 
straining his pants. “You do find me sexy, don’t you?” she said, and in that 
situation, 1t could have been said in a seductive purr, or with a knowing 
smile, but her voice held good-natured amusement. She looked up at him, 
lightly tonguing one full, pink lip in thought. “I guess I should either stop 
touching you altogether .. . or let you touch me more.” 

“Cheri, you don’t have to. . .,” he protested, starting to pull away 
as guilt once more flooded through him. 

“I know,” she said casually. She laughed a little, letting him open 
the distance but keeping one hand on his arm to keep him from disengaging 
completely. “You know, just a little while ago, I thought I had to be as nice 
as I could to you, or you’d send me away, and I wouldn’t have anybody 
around who knew I wasn’t a bimbo.” 

“Oh?” Mark said, leaning forward slightly, hoping to understand 
what was going on in her head. 

“It was silly—I see that now. You wouldn’t want to hurt me just 
for the sake of hurting me. The thing is, I couldn’t see it then because I 
actually thought I deserved to be hurt by you because I’d been such a bitch 
to you before.” 

“Well ...,” he allowed, trying to shrug it off, “you could be a little 
cold...” 

“Why?” 

The question stopped him dead in his tracks. 

“I mean, I remember what I did, how I acted . . . but I can’t 
remember why,” she said, frowning to herself. She looked at Mark. “Do 
you know why I was like that, Mark? I don’t remember you doing anything 
to try and hurt me. In fact, you were always fairly nice, even though I was 
being a bitch. Why would I do that?” 

Because you enjoyed being a bitch, Mark’s mind immediately 
answered—and he quite firmly clamped his mouth to keep from verbalizing 
that simple truth. Mark didn’ t—couldn’t—know exactly what had prompted 
her current state. He had no way of knowing that it was a case of emotional 
“mutual annihilation,” like matter meeting antimatter, but it had been 
emotion meeting antiemotion. The thought of being a bimbo had been her 
worst fear, and to avoid it, she’d invested herself completely in Mark until 
her happiness was dependent on his . . . and then, he’d made a statement 
that she’d interpreted to mean that the only thing that would make him 
happy enough to keep him from sending her away was to be a bimbo. 
Unthinking, delirious happiness at the thought of pleasing Mark, and utter, 
blackest despair at the thought of being a bimbo: Being a bimbo fo please 
Mark was the meeting point for two mutually exclusive emotional states, 
and hence emotional mutual annihilation. 





Mark didn’t know that was the cause of her emotional amnesia, but he could 
see the effect, and he knew she honestly did not remember her old emotions, didn’t 
remember finding being a bitch enjoyable . . . and he’d be damned to hell for all 
eternity long before he’d replant those seeds in the same fertile ground in which they’d 
grown so well for so long. Without so much as missing a beat Mark lied smoothly and 
with utmost sincerity. “I have no idea, Cheri.” 

“Oh,” she replied, still frowning, then looked at him directly and asked without 
heat, but with genuine interest, “Then why are you refusing to share pleasure with 
me?” 

He gaped at her. 

“Please, Mark, I d really like to know,” she said in obvious and utter sincerity. 
“I know you'd enjoy touching me more, and while I’m not sure, I think I’d enjoy it, 
too. My body certainly seems sensitive enough. Of course, whether or not something 
would just “feel good’ isn’t enough. God knows, I’m not planning to go around asking 
just anybody to make me ‘feel good” by touching me. That's just the physical side of 
it—and frankly, you can take care of that end of it all by yourself, when it comes right 
down to it.” She said it so casually, so straightforward, ittook Mark a second to register 
the obvious—and then he began to blush. Cheri, however, hadn’t waited. “As long as 
there's physical attraction between two people to begin with, the only other side of it 
is the emotional side,” she continued. “Either somebody you like well enough to want 
to give pleasure to, or somebody you trust enough to accept pleasure from, or both. So 
. . . Which part of it am I lacking?” 

He’d never heard such a straightforward assessment of sexuality before. 
Simplistic, perhaps, but accurate enough to the degree she’d bothered to examine it— 
and touched with the first hints of pain as she calmly waited to discover in what way 
she was lacking. 

Being who and what he was, Mark just couldn't have answered her earlier 
question honestly and perhaps put her back on the path leading to the Unsung Joys of 
Being Bitch. So, he knowingly and quite deliberately lied . . . and in doing so had 
therefore accepted responsibility for reeducating her emotions. Having done so, no 
matter how guilty he might feel about taking advantage of the situation, he couldn’t 
start her education by showing her what it felt like to be rejected. “You’re not lacking 
anything, Cheri,” he told her, smiling warmly. “I just needed to be sure this is what you 
wanted.” 

The pain faded from her brilliant blue eyes, and the broad increase in that 
fixed grin was like the rising of a sun after a month of cloudy days. “Actually, I’m not 
entirely positive that Pll enjoy it...” she told him with a cheerful innocence somehow 
even more arousing than a breathy assurance would have been, “. . . but, like my 
mother always used to say, “You won't know if you like it until you try it.’ “ 

From a spectacularly endowed blonde? Mark was willing to accept an 
intelligent, provisional statement rather than mindless acceptance ... even if it did run 
contrary to her bimbo-ish appearance. 

In that same, innocently intrigued way, she looked down at the gigantic breasts 
straining what little vinyl constrained them and spoke in an almost casual tone. “These 
enormous boobs of mine are driving me crazy. Would you mind starting off by playing 
with them a little?” 

The smile that almost split his face was more than matched by the erection 
that almost split his pants. “Not at all, Cheri,” he assured her, taking her hand and 
leading her over to the couch. Settling onto it, he pulled her onto his lap, sitting her 
sidewise with her back pushed up against the arm of the couch. Laying one slender 
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arm around his neck, she almost demurely tucked her legs up and laid her 
head on his shoulder. 


“Be gentle, Mark... .,” she said, and then that one-thousand- watt 
smile bloomed again, this time with just the teeny-tiniest hint of wickedness 
in it, “. . . but not foo gentle.” 


Excitement now tingled up and down her nerves, mingled with— 
in fact, the necessary counterpart of—the nervous uncertainty she felt over 
what she was doing and how she was behaving. She had all of her memories, 
and she could remember being contemptuous of women who looked the 
way she now did, especially if they were sexually forward like she was 
now being. From that point of view she was able to easily extrapolate the 
fact that had she been able to remember the emotions that had gone along 
with those thoughts, she’d probably hate what was happening right now, 
but her emotions were all fresh and new, and though she was far from 
certain she’d enjoy this, she also wasn’t certain she’d hate it, and so she 
was willingly letting a man have a go at her massive breasts. She had no 
basis on which to know what to expect, and that very lack of uncertainty 
had all her emotions tuning up, waiting in the wings should she need them— 
including ones she’d not used in years, and if they included performance 
anxiety, they also included giddiness. For every up, a potential down, and 
vice versa, because of course, every emotion was really simply the inverse 
of another, inextricably linked. 

In fact, as time seemed to slow and Mark’s fingers started 
unbuckling the cross-belt of the “H,” she giggled. It was a nervous 
reaction—and all by itself, it revealed what she’d forgotten about the 
complexity of emotion, for the single emotion that prompted it was inchoate, 
waiting to be defined by the moment as either anxiety or excitement. 

With a chuckle that sprang from the same source in his own 
emotions, Mark grinned at her boyishly as fumbling fingers finally managed 
the belt. With that cross-support freed he slid the uprights to either side, 
until they rounded the curve and gravity pulled them back, freeing her 
massive breasts. 

She was holding her breath. She hadn’t meant to, but there it was— 
and every sensation seemed extra sharp, extra clear, as if her nerves had 
increased the gain in order to provide the extra level of detail necessary to 
resolve the embryonic emotion running through her into its proper final 
form. 

Eager hands met softly firm flesh—and she gasped. 

In pleasure. 

“Oh, that feels good!” she said, and giggled again, now out of a 
nervous surprise at her own reaction as Mark, quite obviously enjoying 
himself, and obviously eager to make her enjoy it just as much, continued 
fondling and squeezing her oh-so-wonderfully sensitive breasts. In fact, 
there was such a look of near-worship on his face as he tenderly, teasingly 
played with her massive tits that she just had to laugh. 


My God, he really is enjoying these monsters! she thought to herself 
and sparked off another wide-eyed giggle of nervous surprise as she realized 
that she was enjoying the thought of him enjoying her fantastically massive 
breasts. Her memories of her reactions to her growing breasts were all 
negative, but she didn’t remember those actual emotions. To her, right 
now, her breasts . . . simply were. She couldn't any more remember “liking” 
her smaller breasts than she could remember “disliking” these ones. Oh, 
she could see advantages to being smaller-breasted . . . but she could also 
see certain plusses to breasts even this massive, too. 

Oh, if she could step back in time, she would avoid ending up like 
this—but she was like this, and it did feel good to have Mark touching 
them, squeezing them, licking and lightly sucking on her massive nipples. 
She also enjoyed the obvious enjoyment Mark was getting from doing it. 
. . Which, in the final and most unexpected ironic twist, made her somehow 
happy that she did have such huge breasts to enjoy having Mark enjoy. 
Sort of an “I wish I didn’t have ‘em, but since I do, I’m glad they're the 
kind Mark can enjoy playing with so much,” kind of a rather wry 
enjoyment—but a real one nonetheless. 

“Oh, that feels nice!” she said with a giggle, and then, with a 
somewhat shocked tone in her voice, corrected herself. “I can’t believe 
I’m enjoying this so much!” 

Then, she nibbled on his ear. 

She had no idea why she did it. At that particular instant in time it 
just seemed the thing to do, and the whole chaotic uncertainty, the fact that 
she wasn’t sure what she was doing, or even why she was doing it, somehow 
made it all the more... 

... fun? 

She was stunned to realize that, yes, that was le mot juste—she 
was having fun. 

Which was why, when Mark turned his face toward her, she was 
giggling when she kissed him—and giggling during a kiss, she was amused 
to note, in no way detracted from the enjoyment of the kiss. In fact, in 
certain circumstances it could actually enhance the experience, especially 
when the man you were kissing also started chuckling, yet neither of you 
stopped trying to continue the kiss around laughter-quivering lips. 

One of Mark’s hands had slid down to start caressing one stocking- 
sheathed leg... and that felt really good, too, but it also divided his available 
attention, and she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to get him to bring that 
hand back up to her massive tits or twist around so that he could work both 
her legs. 

The Chicken Dilemma: Breast or thigh? she thought to herself, 
then the very inanity of the question made her go from giggling to outright 
laugher, pretty much ending the kiss. Mark’s hands paused, and an eyebrow 
lifted as he invited her to let him in on the joke that went along with that 
cryptic punch line, but she only smiled sweetly at him and pleaded breathily 








for him not to stop. Why the hell wasn't I doing this before? she wondered 
to herself, lightly biting her lower lip in pleasure as Mark’s hands expanded 
their attention. They returned most often to her massive breasts and their 
wonderfully sensitive nipples, but those hands seemed determined to cover 
every square inch of her body— and she was quite happy to let him explore. 

Her memories insisted that she would never have let this happen— 
in fact, never had let this happen. Any man she’d had sex with in her past 
she’d merely “used,” caring about her own pleasure. Maybe, in a way, she 
might be able to understand that from even behind this sharp chasm of 
emotional disconnection . . . but what she couldn't understand was why, 
back then, she hadn’t included long, loving, shared foreplay in with that 
list of pleasures. Had she really been so blind as to miss just how good it 
could feel to touch and be touched? To literally play with somebody else, 
with their body and your own? 

What the hell had been wrong with her? 

Oh, certainly, she felt no urge to pick men up at random to engage 
in sexual foreplay like this. In fact, she might even be more picky than the 
bitch version of her memories had been for recalling the men she had used 
in her past, she now shuddered at the thought of sleeping with them. But, 
though the emotions were missing from the memories, the memories 
themselves were clear, and back then, she’d seen sex as something to get 
done with as quickly as possible, an urge to be sated in the most direct way. 

“Don’t stop, Mark, don’t stop,” she gasped, her hand stroking his 
neck as she savored the warmth of his erection pressing against her soft 
thigh. Once upon a time, she would have been horrified to say such a thing, 
horrified by the thought she might start sounding like the bimbo she’d 
thought she’d resembled . . . but she knew she wasn’t mindless or helpless 
but that she was enjoying herself, almost as immensely as her breasts had 
grown. “God, it all feels so good...” 

Enjoying herself—and even enjoying that certain “edge” that had 
come into it, where “want” began sliding toward need. Mark, of course, 
was already much further down that slope than she was, but it was yet both 
the same and different for where she felt as if she was melting away, 
becoming hollow inside, he felt as if he was growing harder on that one 
external piece of flesh, as 1f pressure was building toward an explosion. 

“Cheri,” he gasped, enjoying what he was doing, enjoying what 
she was enjoying having him do, but too perilously close to the edge to 
stay at this point. “Cheri, I’m practically ready to explode.” 

She wasn’t nearly as far deep into “need” as he was, and women 
never have the same, direly immediate hydraulic need that men do, though 
their own longer-lasting and harder-sated needs are every bit as intense 
when finally aroused. She . . . just wasn’t quite there yet. So, to her, the 
solution that presented itself, sans emotional connotations, was pretty 
straightforward. Rather regretfully slipping away from his almost 
desperately pleasure-causing hands, she settled down onto her knees in 


front of him, gently easing his own knees apart to make room for her gigantic 
tits as she scuttled in closer, dainty hands reaching for his crotch. 

“What?” Mark gasped. It was all pretty obvious, but he refused to 
simply accept what his mind insisted he was seeing. 

“Pm just going to suck you off,” she told him, sounding almost 
surprised he had to ask as her finger freed his throbbing cock from its cloth 
prison. “You’ve been on edge way too long. If we had sex right now, I 
wouldn't even get close to orgasm before you exploded. So, P1 just get 
this eager little orgasm of yours out of the way, and by the next time you’ re 
back up to a full head of steam, I should be too... .” 

It perhaps should be mentioned that this almost-casual explanation 
was given while her hands lightly stroked and fondled his throbbing cock 
and while her breasts, huge as they were, were pressed into the flesh of the 
legs she’d bared when she’d pulled his pants down to a puddle around his 
ankles. Besides, in his defense, she didn’t even wait to give him a chance 
for possible demurral before smiling brightly up at him, bending her head, 
and encircling his cock with her soft, warmly willing lips. 

“Oh, God... .,” Mark gasped, head lolling back on the couch and 
eyes rolling upward. “Oh, God, Cheri, that feels incredible . . .” 

Really? she thought, surprised. J must be a natural, then—this is 
the first blowjob I’ve ever given. I used to be sure having a man’s cock in 
my mouth would be disgusting... 

With extra-sensitive lips and tongue and the silky-smooth glide 
provided by the gloss lipstick, the physical sensations were actually quite 
pleasant. Oh, nothing like what it felt like to have Mark’s eager hands 
roaming her body, especially those full-swollen nipples tipping each 
massive breast . . . but certainly not disgusting. 

Well, when she ignored his brief warning and let him cum in her 
mouth, just to see what it was like, she found the one point in the entire 
situation that might be described as less than enjoyable . . . but even that 
wasn’t sickening, and since it was already in her mouth, she swallowed it 
without a qualm since spitting it out wouldn’t have changed the salty/ 
ammonic taste in her mouth. 

With his immediate need taken care of, Mark was happy—more 
than happy—to take up where he’d left off, hands and mouth roaming her 
body. It didn’t take much long after that before she was completely naked, 
exposed to his wonderfully exploratory touch . . . though she was a bit 
surprised to find that the nylons had actually enhanced the feeling of having 
her legs fondled, something to keep in mind. Not that it was a problem, of 
course, since it resolved the Chicken Dilemma—and Mark was quite 
cooperative when she suggested he pay more attention to her massive, 
wonderfully sensitive tits. In fact, he couldn’t seem to get enough of them, 
fondling and kissing them with that same, almost humorously worshipful 
expression on his face. Still, if he wanted to worship her tits, Cheri would 
quite happily let him. 








The original mismatch in arousal, in the end, provided just about a perfect 
situation, one that was a rarity and could be appreciated as such—just about the time 
Cheri was reaching the peak of her first sexual arousal, Mark was hitting the peak of 
his second. Thanks to her warm and willing lips, she’d made it possible for her to get 
all the foreplay she needed to get her up to speed. 

Fore “play” was just about right, for though undeniably sexual in nature, there 
was none of the usual near-obsessive tension that people, especially new couples, 
invested in sex. Cheri, with newborn emotions, simply didn’t have enough emotional 
awareness of the pain of rejection for the fear of it to screw up her enjoyment of what 
she was doing, and, in turn, her easy and open acceptance of sex as a way to cause and 
receive pleasure made it easier for Mark. 

Well, that, and the feeling that he must be living some sort of fantasy. 

It certainly wasn’t hard to see why he might feel that way. Primed and ready to 
go, Cheri swung her leg over so that she was now facing him on the couch—and to do 
so, she had to lean her torso back quite a bit to make room for her massive breasts. 
Even then, when she carefully positioned herself and sank her moist and highly sensitive 
womanhood down onto his newly erect manhood, her breasts ground against his bare 
chest, hugely swollen nipples seeming to play with his chest hair. . . 

. . and she was giggling. Though it was good, clean fun that was making her 
giggle, enjoying the moment, if you wanted to, you could imagine it was the brainless 
giggle of a bimbo dedicated to giving you pleasure. It wasn’t. . . but after a few 
attempted apologies Mark had tried to make when he’d found himself slipping into the 
mental fantasy that had been driving him nuts all day with desire over her new body, 
she’d given him open permission to fantasize that she was a bimbo. 

The funny thing was that even his fantasy life hadn’t dared imagine the situation 
in real life where a woman with enormous breasts and a warm, willing, intelligent 
personality would give him permission to imagine fantasy motivations for the reality 
of what she was doing. As she put it, “If I’m having sex with you, it’s for my own 
reasons . . . but, if while it’s happening, you want to pretend it’s because I just can’t 
help myself, it doesn’t bother me in the slightest.” 

Then, she’d laughed and told him that while they were having sex, she was 
going to be pretending that he was a young Newman... 

Regardless of what each of them cared to fantasize about, the reality of it was 
there, and immediate, and wonderful. In their minds, it might be the helpless bimbo 
moaning softly in pleasure as she slowly rode the movie star’s hardness in an ancient 
rhythm . . . but it was Mark’s face that kept ducking forward to kiss the upper slope of 
those magnificent breasts and Cheri who felt the warmth of those kisses. 

Brilliant genius or bimbo, movie star or moron, the culmination for the steadily 
increasing rhythm was the same. When the orgasm ripped through Mark, followed a 
second later by Cheri, they threw their heads back and cried out a pleasure that had no 
language, no memory, no caring of social standing, of past or future. For one, eternal 
instant it was nothing but the reality of the pleasure, and nothing else mattered .. . 

Oh...my...God..., Cheri thought to herself, rather numbly, as she slumped 
forward—and as her massive tits thus all but enveloped Mark’s face, unconsciously 





putting the equally pleasure-stunned young man in grave risk of dying 
happy. I cant believe I used to think it “sane” to try and avoid ever being 
in this situation! her stunned, randomly wandering mind thought. All 
because I was afraid of how being willing to share pleasure with somebody 
might look to a hypothetical observer who wasn’t even there/ 


Less than a hundred yards away, crouched in the scraggly trees 
and low scrub brush surrounding the patchy lawn, a tiny flash of light 
reflected dimly where none should have been. The dark-clad figure, little 
more than a slightly deeper shadow in the night that cloaked it, lowered the 
binoculars from coal-black eyes filled with contemptuous shock. 

“Holy fuckin’ shit. ..,” a cigarette-roughened voice, hard and barely 
recognizable as feminine, swore softly with the deepest disdain. “That 
fuckin’ bimbo is Cheryl Latham!” 

Sneer hidden in the darkness, the ebony figure hidden in the night 
brought the binoculars back up and once more gazed at the magnified scene 
visible through the windows of the house .. . 


THE END 


